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Sairas 


Author's Notes: 
My first (of hopefully many more) Sonata fic. Don\'t bring out the pitch forks just yet! Read € Review please! 


My ego isn\'t easily bruised nor are my feelings easily hurt so criticism is highly welcomed. | hope you enjoy! 


Seeing as they lived further north and they were smack dab in the middle of winter, occurrences like this was 
bound to happen. They had a little over a week before the tour started and they had met periodically over 


that time to rehearse, this was one of those times, but unlike the others, this one wasn't going over too well. 
"Ha-choo!" 


The sneeze was barely heard over the music, but the shrill sound of multiple keys pressed down harshly at 


the same time sounded through the room. 


The music stops abruptly and everyone looks back at Henkka, who looks down at his keyboard sheepishly. 
Tony raised a brow in question before turning back to his microphone. "Once again, let's start it over." 


Once more, they started into / Have a Right and were well into the second chorus when a much louder sneeze 


broke through the haunting melody. 

"A-ha-ha-choo!" 

Marko eyed him with a hint of concern 

"I think he might be sick" Tommy peeked over his kit at Henkka. 
"You think?" Tony said sarcastically, grinning. 

"Shouldn't you be in bed? Resting?" Elias glanced over at him. 
"Ill be fine." Henkka sniffled. "We should keep practicing." 


"Nope. Elias is right, you need to be resting." Tony walked over and flipped off the keyboard and grabbing 
Henkka by the arm, practically dragging him out of the room they set up for rehearsal. 


Tony guided him back to his room; so a cabin wasn't the wisest of choices in the middle of winter, but it 
suited them most times, now just wasn't one of them for Henkka. He gave up resisting and climbed into bed, 


sighing as he relaxed into the comfortable mattress. Tony left him alone for all of four seconds before he 
came back with a hefty amount of blankets. Henkka gaped at him and barely had time to think before they 
were upon him, his body being shoved this way and that as Tony ‘tucked’ him in. 


Tony climbed off the bed and eyed his handiwork. "Nothing like keeping warm to fight off a cold” 


He gave him a grin and a wave before he left a now struggling Henkka alone, the sound of the door closing 


sealing his fate of suffocation 


Henkka was quickly realizing how futile is efforts to escape the mound of blankets were becoming when Tommy 
burst in. Carrying what almost looked like little sticks in his hand, something that appeared to be made of some 
type of wood and a lighter. He seemed to sense that Henkka needed help (if the muffled cries were anything to 
go by) and sat his items down on the bedside table before helping him out of his deathtrap. 


"Thank fuck" Henkka gasped, his voice hoarse from his sore throat. 


Tommy sat down on the bed and picked up one of the sticks and the lighter. "You know what helps me to 


breathe when I'm sick?" He burned the tip of whatever it was in his hands. "Incense. Not only does it smell 
great, well, once you can smell, the smoke opens up the nasal cavity." He waved the incense near Henkka's face, 
and subsequently, his beard and the rest of his facial hair. "At least for me anyway, it wouldn't make too 
much of a difference to have you try it out. Couldn't hurt right?" 

Henkka just barely had a chance to swipe Tommy's hand away before the stick found its way into his beard 
and it fell to the bed. They scrambled to pick it up, Tommy nicking his hand in the process and drew his hand 
back, hitting Henkka square in the nose. 


‘I'm so sorry." Tommy put the incense in the holder and checked Henkka's nose for damage. "I think you're 


good." 


"Could you leave me in peace? Maybe a nap won't be amiss." Henkka suggested almost desperately, this was not 


how he pictured his day going at all, especially since he woke up sick as a dog. 


Tommy nodded vehemently. "I'm just going to leave these here in case you decided to use them, there's one 


already burning for you." 
Henkka breathed a sigh of relief once he left, and settled down to sleep his way. 


The obstacles of having a cold gave him no mercy as he tried to get comfortable, sleep not finding him so 
easily. He was thinking maybe he should fake sleeping when the door opened again to reveal Elias, who grinned 
and held up a bottle of whisky. 


"Time for some medicine.” 


He crashed down next to Henkka and popped the bottle open, taking a quick sip before passing it to him. He eyed 
it warily before shrugging taking the bottle and taking a small gulp. 


5 minutes later.. 


Great. Now not only was he sick, he was slightly drunk as well. Which wouldn't have been a bad thing save for 
the fact that his sickness prevented him from enjoying it. 


"| don't think that was very helpful medicine." he muttered. 
Elias staggered to his feet and waved him off. "Don't worry, it'll kick in soon" 
And he was left alone once more. 


Elias wasn't entirely wrong though, it helped to push him into a light doze, even if that weird elf thingy he had 


seen was staring at him while it bounced in the corner. 
About two hours later, he woke up to the sound of someone tapping lightly on the door. 


"What?!" he snapped, well as much as he could anyway, the visits were really grating on him and being sick put 
him in an uncharacteristically foul mood. 


Shuffling could be heard on the other side of the door and a head poked in. Marko. "Do you want me to just 


leave you alone?" 

Henkka sighed. "Come on in." 

He was surprised to see the bassist carrying a tray when he slipped inside the room. Marko snorted at the 
incense and brushed it aside sitting the tray of what looked to be a small pharmacy, tissues and two steaming 
cups of whatever, he couldn't see what was in them from his lying down perspective. 

Marko rushed back over to the door and closed it gently before coming back to the bed. He helped Henkka to 
sit up before picking up one of the various small bottles and a spoon. He opened it and poured some wicked 
looking purple stuff onto it. Marko carefully lifted it to his mouth, glaring at him when he flinched back. 

"No thank you." Henkka's face screwed up, it smelled like death. 

"As many times as you make us take shit that tastes terrible when we're sick, you're gonna take this." 


"No." Henkka turned his head. 


Marko sighed. "We need you better as soon as possible, a sick Henkka just isn't the same. So quickly down and 
you can have what's in the cup." 


This got him to turn back. "What's in the cup?" 
Marko smiled at him. "You'll have to see." 


Henkka scowled, but quickly drank what was on the spoon, his buck teeth prominent in the odd face he made as 
the taste hit his tongue. "Gah!" 


Marko chuckled setting the spoon and bottle down before carefully handing the steaming foam cup to Henkka. 
"Hot chocolate." Henkka sniffled and grinned. "Although | can barely taste it." 


Marko leaned against him, cautiously taking sips out of his own. The medicine and hot chocolate combination 


worked its magic, because halfway through the cup Henkka's eyes felt heavy. Marko set his cup down before 
nudging Henkka's out of his small hand and sat it down next to his. He helped to ease Henkka back down, his 
eyes barely open, once he was settled, Marko grabbed the tray and headed for the door. 

"Wait." Henkka mumbled. "Stay." 

Marko looked back at him. "You sure?" 

Henkka nodded drowsily. 

Marko walked back to the bed and the tray was back on the table; he sat down on the edge of the bed and 
made quick work of his shoes before climbing in next to Henkka. Their bodies naturally molded together, Henkka 
laying his head on Marko's chest as his chubby body pressed into his side. 

"Thanks, Make." 

"For what?" 

"For taking care of me. Properly" 

Marko chuckled. "I take it the others were more of a.liability of sorts?" 

"Let's just say | know who to avoid next time l'm sick" 


"Get some sleep. Your body needs the rest" 


Henkka didn't need further encouragement, the beating of the heart under him and the treading of the 
calloused fingers through his hair lulled him to sleep. He didn't know what he'd do without Make. 


